M AZINE FOR BOYS AND. CIR@S DECEMBER I960O | 
a - 
= | 
= 
LS ANTAN =| 


AND 


Vol. LXVII 


GIRLS LIVE HAPPILY 


No. 5 


Christmas 1960 


Ris AGO, over the little town of Bethle- 
hem in Judea, there appeared a new star so 
bright and shining that it startled the shep- 
herds as they watched their flocks on the 
Judean hills. The star rested over a stable 
behind an inn in the little town; in this stable, 
a baby was born. The baby had come to bring 
a message to all mankind. His message was 
one of peace and good will to all men. 

The people of that time were greatly 
troubled. Many of them were slaves who 
found the tasks their masters required of 
them too heavy. Their masters were unhappy 
and suspicious, because they feared their 
slaves would rebel against them. Many who 
were not slaves were poor and underfed. It 
was a sorry time. 

God knew that the only things that will 
ever bring happiness to the world are love 
and the spirit of brotherhood among men. 
So He sent His Son, Jesus the Christ, to teach 
men to love one another. 

Jesus loved everybody, and He taught us 
to love. When we love, we have no desire 
to cheat, to enslave, to hurt. When our heart 
is filled with love, we are ready to share our 
good with others, to help them if they are 
carrying a heavy load, to help them with a 
hard lesson, to comfort them when they are 
ill or sad. Isn't this true in your own little 


world? When your heart is full of love for 
Mother or Father, aren’t you glad to help 
them in whatever they are doing? Isn’t it a 
joy to be able to help a classmate or to share 
something that you enjoy with a brother or 
sister ? 

Jesus came to teach the world that love 
brings happiness. Love is needed in the world 
today just as it was needed when God sent 
His Son to earth with the message of love 
and good will. We express our love through 
sharing. 


Many new things are being discovered and - 


put into use now. Within the last few 
months, a new bright man-made star, Echo I, 
has been appearing in the sky. Perhaps you 
have seen it on a clear evening. This star 
also brings a message to mankind. It will 
tell our scientists many secrets about the 
space in which it travels. Knowing these se- 
crets will help them to make life on earth 
safer and more enjoyable. But if the Echo I 
is to help all mankind, it must share its good 
tidings with every nation. 

The Spirit of the Christ is the Spirit of 
Christmas. Let His love fill our hearts today! 
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NEXT MONTH 


Tuck Had a Secret 
By Jane Lyon 


Part one of a very exciting serial about 
Tuck MacLaren's trip with a wagon 
train 


The Spelling Match 
By Bernadine Beatie 


Shirley Ann learns that winning is im- 
portant but that how you win is more 
important 


Sue and the Chinese Puzzle 
By Marcia Morgan 


Sue Allen finds that the way to get rid 
of an enemy is to make a friend of him 


A Kitten for Ricky 
By Olga Mjedloff 
Ricky discovers through an unpleasant 


experience that we must treat our pets 
with love and gentleness 


God Always Helps 
By Gladys Risden 


Sunny finds that “God is our help in 
every need” 


Other stories, poems, clubs, prayers, 
regular features, and many interesting 
things to make and do 


contents 
a 
re 
Or 4 
M 8 
ve 1] 
ve Owl's Christmas Tree 
oh 20 
28 
ou 
tar 
he 
se. pee Prayer of Faith ......Hannah More Kohaus 
th able Blessing .. .Florence Gresham (Inside Back Cover) 
o I 
od 
| 22 
25 
of 96 
ay! 3] 
34 * 
{ 35 
42 
| 36 
— 38 


q 


hae LAST low notes of the carol died 
away, and a momentary quiet hung over 
the classroom. Then, at the back of the 
room someone whispered, and the spell was 
broken. Miss Lansing smiled warmly. ‘That 
was lovely,”” she said. “Do you suppose we 
could meet on Christmas Eve and go carol- 
ing for an hour or so?” 

Some of the class nodded agreement; 
others hesitated. And Dorrie heard herself 
say, “I can’t—not on Christmas Eve.” 

Miss Lansing turned to Dorrie, waiting 
for her to explain. But it was Tucker Har- 
man who spoke up first. “Dorrie has to stay 
home and hang up her stocking for Santa 
Claus,” he laughed. 


Dorrie was sure her face must be scarlet. 
“Yes, I do, Tuck Harmon,” she said de 
fiantly. “And I have to help Amy and 
Danny and the twins.” She turned back to 
Miss Lansing. “Y-you see—my family al- 
ways spends Christmas Eve together, and 
ve—" 

Her voice broke in embarrassment. The 
more she tried to explain, the sillier it all 
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BY LUCY PARR 


sounded. Tuck Harmon would think it hi- 
larious that Daddy and Dorrie and the three 
little children had carried a small tree, all 
trimmed, clear across town to Mom’s hos- 
pital room two years ago. The sweet-faced 
nurse had even brought Danny, the brand- 
new baby, to the door of the room so that 
the whole family was together for a few 
seconds. 

Spending Christmas Eve together had 
seemed terribly important then, but now 
Dorrie was not so sure. 

Miss Lansing broke into her thoughts. 
“Of course, Doris is right. It was thought- 
less of me to suggest Christmas Eve. 
Wednesday evening will do just as well.” 

“D-don’t change because of me,” Dorrie 
stammered quickly. “If the others want to 
go Christmas Eve, I guess I——” 


“Tt isn’t just for you, dear,” Miss Lansing 
said kindly. ‘Now why don’t we each do 
something a little special in the way of 
home decorations this Christmas? Nothing 
extravagant. Just some special touch——”’ 


The sharp sound of a buzzer signaled the 
end of class, and Dorrie welcomed the 
close of the school day. She could hardly 
wait to tell her family about the caroling 
and about Miss Lansing’s suggestion. 

They would be happy about the carolers, 
but Dorrie was not so sure about the dec- 
oration idea. The Markham’s always had a 
big, shining tree by one of the high front 
windows, a wreath, Grandpa Markham’s 
old sleigh bells on the front door, and the 
paper-covered snow man on the upstairs 
porch. But that didn’t seem to cover Miss 
Lansing’s suggestion of something ‘‘a little 


special.” 
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This year Dorrie wanted a different kind 
of Christmas—something not quite so old- 
fashioned. 

Impatiently, she waited in the big central 
hall for Karen and Elsa, friends who often 
walked part way home with her. Karen 
Randall lived with her aunt and uncle, 
down the street from Dorrie’s home, in the 
big, modern ranch house on the corner. 
Karen’s Uncle Ben was president and part 
owner of a steel mill east of town. In 
September, Elsa Gurber had entered their 
school—dark-eyed, thin little Elsa, who so 
recently had come from Germany to live 
with her grandmother. Grandma Gurber 
“helped out,” by the day, anyone needing 
extra help. 

“Grandmamma will be pleased to have 
carolers stop at her door once again,” Elsa 
said as the three girls walked together. 
“Often she speaks of how it once was in 
our old country—before I am old enough 
to know.” 

“But—haven’t you ever heard carolers?” 
Dorrie asked in surprise. 

Elsa shook her head. “I am just a baby 
when my papa died. And it is many years 
now since my mamma also died. While I 
wait for Grandmamma’s money to bring me 
here, I live in a house for orphans.” 

“I’m sorry,” Dorrie stammered. 
didn’t know it had been so bad r 

“Do not be sorry now, Do-ris,” Elsa said, 
smiling eagerly. “Now I am to hear car- 
olers. Now I am to be a caroler for my 
grandmamma.’”’ 


“I—I 


Dorrie hurried home after saying good- 
by to her friends. But, as she reached the 
gate at home, her feet slowed. Critically, 
she studied the old house. It’s high, gabled 
roof and long, deep porches, upstairs and 
down, made it look like the funny houses 
in Amy’s picture books. Dorrie wondered 


$ 


how in the world she could do anything 
special to trim a big, old-fashioned place 
_ like that? 

As she walked up to the house, Dorrie 
looked at the two spruce trees, one on either 
side of the porch, and her eyes grew bright 
with excitement. Inside, she quickly told her 
mother about the carolers and about Miss 
Lansing’s suggestion. “And I—I have the 
best idea,” she added. ““We could put lights 
all around the big spruce trees. It would 
be like a giant Christmas card.” 
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Dorrie left the store, her 
arms loaded with packages 


“I'm sorry, Dorrie,” her mother said 
gently. “It would be lovely, as you say, but 
this year we can’t go to all that expense. 
Since Daddy started buying the hardware 
store, many things have had to be post- 
poned. But another year, and we should 

“But this year is important,’ Dorrie said 
slowly. “I—I can’t bear to have my friends 
think we don’t care about fixing up for the 
holidays.” 

Mom looked at Dorrie closely, a troubled 
look pulling at her brows. ‘Not care?” she 
asked finally. “We always have a tree that 
touches the ceiling. And we do all the other 
things we've done since you were a baby.” 

“That's just it,” Dorrie cried. “We al- 
ways do the same old things. Couldn’t we 
have a different sort of Christmas, just 
once?” 

Her mother looked at Amy and Danny, 
who were playing nearby; then she turned 
back to Dorrie. “You wouldn’t want to 
change Christmas for them, would you? 
For a little longer, let’s do things our old 
way.” She laid a gentle hand on Dorrie's 
arm. ““Why don’t you go downtown right 
now and get the roll of paper you'll need 
for covering Mr. Snow Man?” 

“All right,” Dorrie said wearily. There 
was no use even thinking about the happy 
excitement Miss Lansing’s suggestion had 
given her. Tuck Harmon was right. She 
would hang up her stocking on Christmas 
Eve, because she would not disappoint the 
little ones. 

Dorrie had bought the roll of white shelf 
paper and was leaving the store when she 
saw the lovely silver wreaths, so feathery 
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and dainty, with tiny blue and pink balls 
tucked in them here and there. How beauti- 
ful one of the wreaths would be on the 
heavy oak door at home, or in one of the 
front windows. 

“Are—are they terribly expensive?” Dor- 
tie asked Mr. Neeley, the store owner. 

“Almost five dollars this year, Doris,” 
he said. 

Dorrie caught her breath. She had money 
enough, saved from her monthly allowance 
and from baby-sitting for Mrs. Brooks. 
However, it would mean that she must 
change her plans for gifts for the family. 
But wouldn’t this be a gift in itself—for 
the whole family ? 

“I—TI'll take one,” she stammered before 
she could change her mind. She felt strange, 
seeing so much of her money disappear so 
quickly, but with the silver wreath in a box 
in her arms, she could not be sad for long. 

With her secret held close, Dorrie could 
not help smiling as she worked at covering 
Mr. Snow Man’s wire frame. Terence and 
Teresa, the eight-year-old twins, came to 
help; and even Amy and little Danny 
crowded near, to laugh and dance excitedly. 

When Dorrie met her two friends on the 
way to school the next morning, Elsa ex- 
claimed, ““Grandmamma was as happy as a 
child when I told her about the carolers. 
Right away she said I must visit all of the 
stores. I must find a bell such as she had 
loved in the old country. On the door it 
will hang, with bright holly.” 

“We always hang Grandpa Markham’s 
sleigh bells on our front door,” Dorrie con- 
fessed. “I thought we were the only ones 

Elsa laughed in delight. “So, Christmas 
is much the same for your people and mine.” 
She turned to Karen. “And will your door 
also have a Christmas bell ?” 
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‘“‘N-no, I guess not,” Karen said, look- 
ing at the ground. “I wanted to make some- 
thing special for us this year, like that big 
snow man Dorrie’s family makes, but Aunt 
Edith said we couldn’t possibly have time 
for any such project with all she has to do 
before time to leave for New York.” 

“You're going to New York!” Dorrie 
squealed. 

“No, I’m not going,” Karen said quickly. 
“Just Uncle Ben and Aunt Edith. Uncle 
Ben has some business there, and—they’ll 
stay for the holidays.” 


“Then—will you be alone for Christ- 
mas?” Dorrie asked unbelievingly. 

“Mrs. Watson will stay.” Karen's voice 
sounded husky and strange, and she kept 
her face turned away. 

They were silent for a moment. Then 
Elsa asked, ““Do-ris, do you suppose I might 
one day see this fine snow man of yours? 
And the grandfather’s sleigh bells?” 


“Of course you can,” Dorrie laughed. 
“Come home with me after school tonight.” 

It began snowing early in the afternoon 
—big, fluffy flakes that clung to the girls’ 
coats as they walked home. The first thing 
Dorrie noticed was that Mom had turned 
on the Christmas tree lights. The lights 
from the tree and the new snow gave the 
house a cheerful, happy look. 

At the sight of the house, Elsa stopped 
suddenly. When Dorrie turned, the other 
girl’s face was alight with wonder. 

“Beautiful!” Elsa whispered. “Such a 
fine house, Do-ris. Long it must have stood 
here. Much happiness it must have seen. 
Beautiful—like a picture.” 

“It’s been here a long time, all right,” 
Dorrie laughed, “since my grandfather was 
a young man.” 

(Please turn to page 24) 
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BY ELSIE S. LINDGREN 


Mazzy was the smallest one of the fam- 
ily of white Persian kittens born in the pet 
shop. Her mother loved her just as much 
as the others even though she was the small- 
est, and even though she was not all white. 
She did have one gray ear, and on her face 
she had a dusty smudge that her mother’s 
busy pink tongue could never wash away! 

The pet shop owner did not want her. 

“She’s not worth anything, that one!” 
he said crossly. 

“But she is so playful! The children come 
to watch her, and she brings in customers,” 
the young assistant clerk reminded him. 

So Merry was allowed to stay. 

It was the young assistant clerk, too, who 


named her Merry. He exclaimed, ‘The 
others are all so solemn or so sleepy look- 
ing. But this one—she smiles. She is merry, 
and Merry should be her name!” 

That was the day he trimmed the shop 
windows for Christmas. He put up a jolly 
Santa Claus face that would light up at 
night and smile out into the darkness. He 
hung a string of shiny letters, too, all across 
the front window. They spelled out, 
“MERRY CHRISTMAS.” Whenever the 
customers came in, little drafts of air would 
set the letters dancing. 

Merry watched the shiny letters moving 
about, and she tried to catch one. But they 
danced on, far above her tiny, lifted paw! 
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She stretched and stretched, her claws 
spread wide against the glass, but she could 
not reach the teasing, dancing letters. 

Then she tried jumping! Again and again 
she jumped, only to fall backward, with her 
four little paws waving in the air. 

The children outside watched and clapped 
and howled with laughter. 

Next, Merry tried to climb, digging her 
sharp claws into the wooden partition that 
made up one wall of the show-window 
cage. Up, up she climbed, finally putting 
out an exploring paw. She could just reach 
the string of dancing letters! While she was 
trying to catch the shiny Y, she lost her 
hold and tumbled down. But her paw was 
twisted in the string, and when she landed, 
the letters M ER R Y were wrapped around 
her fat little middle, and the other letters 
dangled about her. 

Red with anger, the shop owner rushed 
to the window. But when he saw the large 
crowd of laughing children and an even 


larger crowd of adults edging in to see the 
mischievous kitten, his anger cooled. “Per- 
haps she will bring in more customers,” he 
muttered, and turned away. 

His assistant stepped over to the window 
and gently disentangled Merry from the 
string of letters. “I'll fix it up!” he prom- 
ised his boss. 

Day after day, people came in to buy. 
Soon, all the pure-white kittens were sold. 
Some went out in the arms of happy boys 
and girls. One left the shop in a blue satin- 
lined basket, carried by a uniformed chauf- 
feur! 

Each time a customer went out of the 
shop, Merry would hear him say, “Merry 
Christmas.” 

The assistant had taught her to come to 
him when he called “Merry,” but “Merry 
Christmas’”” must be something else! She 


The first things Merry saw were the animals 
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I Love December 
By Belle Pollard 


N OW IT is snowing! 

Cold winds are blowing, 

But that does not matter to me 
Because it’s December, 

And I can remember 

How happy this cold month can be. 


Our coats and our mittens 

Keep us cozy as kittens; 

Our boots keep our feet from the snow. 
With some hip-hip-hurraying, 

We shall soon be out sleighing. 
December, I love you so! 


wondered where her brother and sister kit- 
tens were going. “Merry Christmas’ had 
something to do with it—of that she was 
sure. Someday, she thought, she would go, 
too, and then she would know. 

But no one ever came to buy her! They 
loved to watch her merry antics in the win- 
dow, but she was not all white. Finally, she 
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was left all alone. Even her mother had 
been taken away. 

Merry did not feel very playful then. She 
was too lonely. 

““Miaow!” she cried pitifully to the chil- 
dren outside. ‘““Miaow!” 

But none of them came in to buy her and 


carry her way, saying, “Merry Christmas.” 4 


Where was Merry’s Christmas? 

Suddenly, she noticed that the trap door 
in the back of the show window had been 
left unfastened. As quietly as a cloud moves, 
she pushed it aside, jumped to the floor of 
the shop, and slipped between the unheed- 
ing customers and out of the door. Merry 
was on her way to find Christmas for her- 
self! 

“Miaow!” she cried softly as her tiny 
paws touched the icy cement of the side- 
walk outside. ““Miaow!” She did not like the 
cold! 

She took a few running steps away, and 
she had almost decided to turn back when 
two warm, mittened hands picked her up. 

“A kitten!” a delighted little voice cried. 
Merry purred and licked the rosy cheek 
bent over her. Someone will certainly say 
“Merry Christmas” now, she thought. 

“Put that dirty kitten down, Carol. What 
would your mother say? It’s probably full 
of fleas, too!” a sharp voice said suddenly. 

“Oh, Auntie, please! It’s a lovely, clean 
kitten!” The soft hands tightened and held 
Merry close. But two stronger hands pulled 
the small hands away and set Merry down 
again on the cold cement. 


“Miaow!” cried Merry softly, hurrying © 


on to keep warm. “Miaow! Miaow!”” Where 
was Merry’s Christmas? 


Now all she could see were feet, feet, | 
feet! Some of them had wide, heavy shoes’ 


and tramped dangerously close to her. 
(Please turn to page 32) 
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“Merry Christmas,” said Pretty Bird 


“Merry Christmas yourself,’ Daddy said, 
laughing. 

When they stopped in front of Grand- 
ma’s, Grandpa and Grandma came running 
out on the porch. Grandpa was peeling an 
apple with his pocketknife, and Grandma 
was wiping her hands on her big blue-and- 
white-checked apron. “Merry Christmas, 
everybody,” they called. 

“Merry Christmas,” answered Mother, 
Daddy, and Jean as they got out of the car 
and started unloading the boxes and baskets. 

Jean ran into the house. She set Pretty 
Bird’s cage on a little table and took off 


the blanket. “Say it, Pretty Bird,” she whis- 


pered. “Say merry Christmas.” 
“Happy birthday,” said Pretty Bird. 
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“Oh, no,” scolded Jean. “Today you must 
say merry Christmas.” 

“Happy birthday, happy birthday,” re- 
peated Pretty Bird. 

_“Dinner’s ready,”’ called Grandma. 
“We'll eat, and then we'll open the gifts.” 
Her jolly face was beaming. 

When Grandpa finished saying grace, 
Jean could not help saying to herself, “Please 
make Pretty Bird say merry Christmas.” 

“I’m so full,” said Daddy an hour later, 
“that I doubt I can get away from the 
table.” 

“Me, too,” echoed all the others. 

“Happy birthday,” said Pretty Bird. 

“Oh, Pretty Bird,” Jean tried to hold back 
the tears, ‘““we worked so hard to teach you 
to say merry Christmas for Grandpa and 
Grandma. You can say it, but now that the 
day is here, you won't say a thing but happy 
birthday.” Jean’s little chin trembled. 

Grandma looked very thoughtful as she 
glanced from Pretty Bird to Jean. “You 
know,” she said slowly, “I believe Pretty 
Bird is doing the right thing.” 

“But today is Christmas,” Jean pouted, 
“and I want Pretty Bird to say merry Christ- 
mas for you.” 

“Today is a birthday, too,” said Grand- 
ma. 

“That's right,” Grandpa said, stroking 
his chin. 

Mother, Daddy, and Jean all nodded their 
heads. 

“Today is Jesus’ birthday—the most im- 
portant birthday the world has ever known,” 
Grandma said. 

“I’m glad Pretty Bird said happy birth- 
day,” said Jean. “I guess he knew all the 
time that was the right thing to do.” 

“Shall we open the gifts now?” asked 
Grandma. 

“Merry Christmas,” said Pretty Bird. 
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) DAY before Christmas had been a 
happy one for David Harrison and his 
friend Kegs, until they reached the Sutton 
place. 

The boys had gathered greens in the near- 
by woods and fields and had made Christ- 
mas decorations to give to their friends and 
neighbors. For the ornaments, they had 
used acorns in their cups, evergreens and 
their cones, the bright red berries of buck- 
brush, and the long plumes of switch grass. 
Some pieces they sprayed with silver and 
gold. Some were left in natural colors. For 
weeks they had been very busy. The day 
before Christmas they loaded their gifts 
on Kegs’ burro and began delivering them. 

Kegs, rosy-faced and puffing, led the 


December, 1960 


oles 


Copyright 1960 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


way. His feet made shallow gullies in last 
night’s snow that sparkled in the clear, 
bright sunlight. He guided Surprise by a 
frayed halter-rope, while the little burro 
tossed his head and snorted his dislike of 
the burden he carried. David followed, 
trailing Surprise so he could see that the 
ornaments did not slip and fall, and could 
keep an eye on his small dog, Bige. Bige’s 
lolling red tongue and shining eyes showed 
that for him, too, this was the best of all 
possible mornings as he scampered from 
place to place, sometimes ahead, sometimes 
behind the others. 

As they neared the Sutton land, Kegs 
called back to David, “Maybe you ought to 
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keep Bige close to you. If he gets into 
trouble with Sutton’s old Tom-Tom, Sur- 
prise may bolt.” 

David nodded. “We've got four more 
ornaments to deliver. If he bolts, he could 
wreck them!” 

He glanced about for Bige. The little dog 
was half hidden in a clump of brush. His 
black tail and hind quarters quivered with 
excitement as he scratched at a hole be- 
neath a bush. 

“He’s after a rabbit,” said David. “If I 
want him, I'll have to go get him!” 

As David turned to go after Bige, the 
winter stillness was broken by a deep canine 
roar, then a series of frightened yelps. Sut- 
ton’s Tom-Tom had discovered that Bige 
was on what Tom-Tom considered his prop- 
erty. The big dog came charging out of the 
brush, every hair bristling, till he looked ten 
times Bige’s size. 

Bige was no coward. He would have 
faced Tom-Tom if the hound had been the 
invader of David’s home; but now he was 
on the other dog’s ground and his feeling 
of guilt made him turn tail and run to 
David. To him, his master was safety. 

David heard Kegs groan, “If he gets 
Bige, he'll tear him to pieces!” 

David did not answer. He had to save 
his dog. He knew that Tom-Tom had never 
bitten a person, though many of the neigh- 
bors considered him a bad dog. David him- 
self avoided the hound whenever he could, 
but there was no avoiding him now! Tom- 
Tom, with his long legs, was gaining on 
Bige. For a moment, David forgot Kegs 
and Surprise and the gifts that were for 
their friends. Every second counted! 

“Beat it, Tom-Tom!” he cried as he ran 
down the shoulder to meet Bige. “Go home! 
Get out!” 

Dimly, he heard Kegs’ shout, and the 
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clatter of Surprise’s hoofs as they cut down 
through the snow to the slab. There was 
trouble behind David as well as in front! 
Surprise had bolted! The certainty of it 
washed through him, as Bige came within 
arm’s reach. David caught him up. He lifted 
the small, wriggling bundle of terror high; 
but Tom-Tom came charging on! 

“Easy, Bige,’” David soothed his frantic 
dog. Again he ordered sharply, “Go home, 
Tom-Tom! Go home!” 

The big dog did not seem to hear. His 
red eyes were on the thing that he had 
found digging up his land. There was no 
use for David to try to run. The hound was 
too near, and was running too fast. There 
was one thing to do—keep on shouting at 
the dog, hoping to break through his armor 
of rage. 

When Tom-Tom was no more than three 
yards away, David leaped aside. The big 
dog shot past him. 

Swiftly, David zipped open his coat. 
With trembling hands, he slid Bige inside. 
He thought, “If Tom-Tom can’t see Bige, 
he may let up.” 

With the little dog snuggled against him. 
David turned to see that the force of Tom- 
Tom's charge had thrown him against Sur- 
prise. 

Kegs could not hold the burro. At the 
edge of the slab, Surprise stumbled on a 
stone and lost his footing. Down the em- 
bankment he slid, to land in a sprawling 
heap on top of the gifts. 

Kegs was safe. He stood on the shoulder 
and stared down at the huddle. Surprise 
was not hurt. He scrambled to his feet, 
shook himself, and started down the ditch. 
Now he was free of his burden, and he 
could neither see nor hear the hound. David 
had been right. With his enemy out of 
sight, Tom-Tom was loping silently away 


Wee Wisdom 


& 


T 
U 
A 
A 
T 


T 
T 
ac 
cr 
fo 
fu 
tre 
Ai 
ly 
De 


By Nina Wills Waller 


Tue SNOWFLAKES sifted gently 
down 

Upon the Christmas-ready town, 

And every light on street and store 

A fuzzy yellow halo wore. 


The people left their homes to go 

Tramping through the feathery snow 

To sing their hymns of prayer and 
praise 

To Him who crowns with joy our 
days. 


across the fields. 

Dismally, the two boys stared at the 
crumpled heap of color that had been gifts 
for their friends. 

“Tom-Tom did it,” Kegs said in a mourn- 
ful voice. 

“Bige and I helped,” David said grimly. 
“He should have known he'd get into 
trouble if he poached on Tom-Tom’s land. 
And I should have watched him more close- 
ly!” 
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“Anyway,” said Kegs grudgingly, “Bige 
is safe.” 

David could still feel the little dog trem- 
bling against him. Gently, he drew him out, 
so intent on comforting him that he did 
not hear footsteps on the snow-covered slab 
behind them. Neither did Kegs, for he said, 
“T feel like two cents without gifts for Mrs. 
Hanlevy and Charley Brewer. Mrs. Hanlevy 
always has one for us, and I specially 
wanted to give Charley something. It al- 
most spoils Christmas.” 

From behind the boys came a chuckle. 
They whirled. There stood Charley, a grin 
on his face, and both hands behind him. 

“O.K., Kegsy,” he said. “Old Charley 
specially wants to give you something, too, 
whether you give him anything or not! 
Here’s what I made for your burro.” 

Out came one of his hands. It held a 
halter made of braided strips of leather. 

“You boys been swell to me,” the big, 
rawboned fellow declared. “These things 
kinda say thanks.” 

Out came his other hand. It held a leash 
for Bige. It, too, was made of braided 
strips of leather. 

“Now, Dave,” he said, “maybe you can 
make your dog stay where you want him.” 

Both David and Kegs hesitated, hardly 
knowing what to say. Charley's gift had 
cost him much work and planning. He was 
always short of money; still, just as they 
did, he wanted to do things for his friends. 
And he had! Charley beamed with happi- 
ness. 

How David wished that the gift he and 
Kegs had made for Charley's family was 
not lying at the bottom of the embankment, 
a crushed mass of Christmas beauty! 

Kegs put his feelings into words, “Aw, 
Charley! We had a gift for you, but Sur- 

(Please turn to page 37) 
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By Alma Robison Higbee = 
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What the Story Told Before 


The Allmans, Dad and Mother, Mona, 
Larry, and Susan, moved to the farm Grand- 
ma Allman had left them. On the way to 
the farm, they picked up a travel-worn collie 
pup. Of course, Larry wanted to keep him 
and he named the puppy Kim, for his best 
friend in the city. 

Mother thought they should find a home 
for Kim. A neighbor, Amy Hillyer, told 
Mother that her cousin, Mary Murdock, 
wanted just such a dog. Larry was heart- 
broken at the thought of giving-Kim up, 
and he asked God to find a bans to let him 
keep Kim. 

Each day Kim did something that showed 
that he was an unusual dog, and each day 
Larry and Mona fell more and more in 
love with him. One day, after wading in the 
creek, Larry and Mona returned home just 
in time to see a blue truck leaving the house. 
Larry missed Kim and immediately asked 
his mother about the puppy. She told him 
that Amy’s cousin had come and taken the 
dog with her. 

Soon it was September and time to go to 


school. Then the first frost came in October, 
and there were busy days on the farm, but 
Larry never forgot Kim. Sometimes he 
would think he heard the patter of feet 
behind him and would turn, half-forgetting 
that Kim was gone. Then, one morning, a 
miracle happened. Larry opened the front 
door to go after the morning paper, and 
there near the steps was a dog with a big 
plumy tail lifted and wagging. Kim had 
come back! The next days were filled with 
anxiety for Larry, for he feared that Mom 
would not let Kim stay. Nothing more was 
said, but one afternoon while Larry was 
milking, Susie came running into the shed 
and squatted down beside Larry. “Oh, 
Larry,” she said, “Mrs. Murdock just called 
long distance. She told Mom she’s coming 
after Kim Saturday.” 
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Part Five 
Kim to the Rescue 


L ARRY’S heart leaped like a jack rabbit 
when Susie told him that Mrs. Murdock 
would come Saturday to get Kim. After 
the dog had made the long journey back 
home, Larry had hoped and prayed that 
Mom would be willing to let him stay; but 
if she had made up her mind to get rid of 
him, probably nothing would change it. It 
had been hard to give Kim up the first 
time, but now, Larry wondered how he 
could stand the second parting. 

He longed to talk to Dad about it, but 
he could not because he felt that it would do 
no good. Sometimes he felt that he had to 
take Kim and run away, but thinking it 
through, he knew that that would be wrong, 
and useless as well. Dad would find him 
and bring him back, and Mrs. Murdock 
would get Kim anyway. 

It was clear that Kim loved all small, 
helpless things, but Larry was his real love. 
No matter how his affections seemed to 
wander when there was some newborn 
thing that he thought needed him, he would 
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come back to his master, seeking the gentle 
word and the loving pat that Larry always 
had for him. He would run to Larry, leap 
up on him, lick his hands, and rub his head 
under Larry's chin. Then they would be on 
the ground, wrestling and rolling over and 


over in the exuberance of their play. Once, . 


Kim tore Larry's shirt, and while Mom 
said nothing about it, Larry knew that this 
was just one more grievance chalked up 
against his dog. 

Then the heifer stepped on one of the 
Indian Runner ducks and broke its leg, and 
Larry made a cardboard splint and bound it 
to the broken leg. They called the duck 
Crip. Crip dragged his leg for a day or two 
after the accident, but he was soon hobbling 
around with the other ducks. One evening 
after school, Susie, who had been down at 
the pond while Larry carried in wood, 
called excitedly, ‘“Larry, come quickly if you 
want to see a funny sight.” 

Larry left his wood and rushed down to 
the pond. There was Crip, following the 
other ducks out into the water. Kim waited 


Larry ran and Kim leaped forward 
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a moment; then he leaped in, got Crip by 
the wing feathers, and brought him to 
shore. Very gently, he lifted Crip out and 
placed him on dry land. Crip turned, 
flapped his wings, and was back in the 
water. Once more, Kim went in and brought 
him out. 

“He thinks he’s saving Crip,” Larry said, 
scarcely believing his eyes. Kim tried in 
vain to herd the duck back toward the 
house, but Crip would have none of it. He 
spread his wings and flew to the middle 
of the pond. When Kim would have fol- 
lowed, Larry said, “No, Kim, no! Let Crip 
be. He’s all right.” 

Kim stopped in his tracks, whining deep 
in his throat. Larry said, “Come on, Kim, 
let’s go.” 

Kim turned toward the house, and a mo- 
ment later Susie said, ‘“He’s coming, Larry. 
He's following. He didn’t want to, but he’s 
following you.” 

Larry stopped at the yard gate and 
waited for Kim. When the dog came up, 
with his tail down and looking sheepish, 
Larry stooped and patted his head and 
rubbed his ears. “Good dog,” he said soft- 
ly, and Kim leaped joyously. Now he un- 
derstood. 

“Larry, that was positively uncanny,” 
Susie said. Uncanny was a new word in 
Susie’s vocabulary, and Larry knew they 
would hear a lot of it in the days to come. 

As Larry walked to the house, he decided 
to tell Mom and Dad about Kim and the 
crippled duck and how Kim understood 
and obeyed an ordinary tone of voice; but 
he never had the opportunity. As soon as 
he was inside, Mom said, “Mrs. Murdock 
phoned. She can hardly wait to get her dog 
back. She says she misses him very much. 
She'll be here Saturday.” 


Larry said nothing. His lips closed on the 
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words he wanted to say. Words seemed to 
be so useless. There was no softening in 
Mom, so he would have to give Kim up or 
do something about it himself. That night, 
thinking it over, there seemed only one 
thing that he could do, and that was to 
take Kim and go away. He could leave a 
note, telling his family that he would be 
back soon. Then he could hitchhike to. the 
city they used to live in and leave his dog 
with the Bishops. Kim Bishop was his best 
friend, and if Larry could not keep the dog 
himself, he would rather give it to his best - 
friend than to anyone else. Kim would be 
glad that the dog was named after him, 
and his family would not mind his having a 
dog. 

When morning came, however, he 
changed his mind. No matter what he wrote 
when he ran away, Mom and Dad would 
worry about him, and he could not cause 
them to worry. He would simply pray about 
it, as he had done before, and then trust 
God to take care of it. God had brought 
Kim home the first time. Surely, He could 
be trusted to see him through. 

After breakfast when he called Kim, 
the dog was nowhere around. He whistled 
and called, but Kim did not come. Mom 
came out on the porch. “He might have 
followed Dad to the field,” she said. “He 
left early to finish plowing down there. 
You'd better get ready, for the school bus 
will be along soon.” 


Larry turned that over in his mind. He 
hated to go to school without knowing 
where Kim was, but before he could de- 
cide what to do, he heard a sharp barking 
and saw Kim running down the path from 
the big gate. The dog was running like a 
streak, yelping with every breath. Larry, 
surprised, ran out to the yard gate, and 


Mom joined him. The girls came running 
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H OW nice to be the postman 

When Christmas time is near 
Because the cards and letters 
Are all so filled with cheer. 


And when he brings the presents, 
Which we receive with joy, 

He must almost feel like Santa 
To every girl and boy. 


But I know he must get tired, 
Filling boxes to the brim, 
So I'll be extra-pleasant 


an And always smile at him. 
out of the house. “What's the matter with She never finished the sentence. Larry 
Kim ?” Susie cried. ran, and instantly, Kim leaped forward and 


Mom said, “I never heard him bark like —_ seemed to flatten himself to the ground, so 
that before—like something was hurting swiftly he went. He made no sound at all 


him, maybe.” now, and Larry, seeing this, quickened his 
“Neither did I,’ Larry said. own speed, his heart thumping with fear. 
Kim rushed up, barked sharply twice, When he turned the bend in the road, he 

turned as though to return to the field, and _saw the tractor on its side in the creek, and 

barked again. He would go a few steps, Dad was nowhere in sight. He knew that 


look back and bark, and then start off again. | Mom was a little way behind him, and he 


Mom said, “Larry, something's wrong. called to her to hurry: Then he could see 
Dad 


(Please turn to page 31) 
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D EARIE ME,” said Ozzie Owl, “I can't 
believe my eyes!’’ He sat beside his tree 
hole as he blinked them in surprise. “Some- 
thing is shedding feathers.” Ozzie looked 
up at the sky. “It’s some big bird—a white 
one—and his feathers simply fly! The tree 
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is white, the ground is white.” He watched 
them slowly fall. “He surely is a big bird, 
but his feathers are quite small.” 

Oscar sat above him, but he hadn’t said 
a word. “Tell me, please,” said Ozzie, 
“about this shedding bird.” 

“It’s mot a bird,” said Oscar. ‘“Those 
aren't feathers. That is snow! The first that’s 
fallen since you hatched—of course you 
wouldn’t know.” 

“Is this why some birds fly south?” asked 
Ozzie. “Br-rr, I’m cold!’ He shivered on 
the slippery limb and almost lost his hold. 
“I’m hungry, too,” he added, “and where 
can food be found? With all the snow 
that’s fallen, I can’t even see the ground!” 

“You can fly,” said Oscar Owl, ‘that’s 
why you have two wings. You also have 
two great big eyes that should discover 
things.” 

“I guess I'll try,” said Ozzie, “but that 
wind is very strong. Good-by,”” he mumbled, 
“Tl be back before so very long.” 

But Ozzie couldn’t fly real straight—the 
cold, strong wind kept blowing. Snow fell 
in his eyes, ‘twas hard to see where he was 
going. “I'd better land somewhere,” he 
thought. He landed on some ice, and after 
he had spun around and sat down once or 
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twice, he realized he’d landed on the lake 
and he was glad that he could still stand 
up by using every bit of strength he had! 
He turned his head this way and that, then 
breathed a happy sigh, for there he saw 
Red Cardinal perched on the snow nearby. 
“He's beautiful,” thought Ozzie, “sitting on 
the pure, white snow. He looks so warm 
and cheerful!’ Ozzie cleared his throat, 
“Hello!” 

“Hello,” said Red, “I’m glad you're here. 
I look warm, but I’m not. My wings are 
iced, and I can’t fly; I’m stuck here in this 
spot!” He shook his head, “I’m hungry. 
too, and so are you, no doubt.” 

“You can hop,” said Ozzie as he slowly 
looked about. “And while I still can flap 
my wings, I'll fly across the snow and see 
what I can find, and then come back and let 
you know.” 

In no time, he was back again. “Guess 
what I found,” he said, “a little trail that 
someone made and it leads straight ahead. 
It’s a sort of path,” he said, “and on it 
grains of wheat. They're scattered kind of 
far apart, but come on, Red, let’s eat! You 
eat one and I'll eat one; we'll take turns 
all the way. It may lead to the farmhouse,” 
shouted Ozzie, feeling gay. 

Red slowly hopped beside him; his feet 
were quite cold, too. They took turns eating 
grains of wheat until, first thing they knew. 
they reached the farmhouse! There they saw 
a very lovely sight; in the yard there was a 
tree, not only snowy white, but on its limbs 
small baskets hung, too beautiful for words. 
And on its glistening whiteness perched all 
different kinds of birds. They had never 
seen a tree all trimmed with birds before— 
birds and baskets! Ozzie looked and then 
he looked some more. 


“There’s food inside those baskets,”’ Oz- 
zie nodded. “Red, just look!” They stretched 
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their necks in wonder every forward step 
they took. Ozzie flew up in the tree and in 
no time he found a red one full of bread 
crumbs. Red found one near the ground. A 
yellow bird, perched at the top, looked like 
a golden star. 

Red tried to flap his wings. They flapped! 
“Tll come up where you are,’ he said to 
Ozzie. Up he flew and sat by Ozzie’s side. 
“I could have used my wings before, per- 
haps, if I had tried,” he said, ‘but anyway, 
I'm glad that I can use them now.” He 


found another basket close to Ozzie’s on . 


the bough. Then he bowed his head and 
said, “I’m thankful as can be to the boy 
who spread the wheat that led us to this 
tree. And next spring, when this tree is full 
of cherry blossoms white, I'll come back 
and sing to him a song of real delight—a 
thank-you song—but let me say right now 
before-you go, it was you who gave me the 
greatest gift I know. You helped me when 
I needed you; you shared all that you had. 


You made a snowy, windy day a day that’s — 


really glad!” 

Ozzie thanked him, then he flew back to 
his own oak tree as happy as a kind and 
helpful little owl could be! 
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: God keeps my life in order. § No 
3 matter how busy I become during thig@ 

h vat Christmas season, I shall keep calm = : 

and happy, because God governs 


I make happy plans for Christmas. | 
plan ahead, so that my gifts will be friends. joyous season | think 


es ee f those I love who may be far away 
ready in time, and I ask God to help . . 
me prepare the gifts I shall give. and I send thoughts of love and bless- 
ings to them. 


1 am God's child: He takes care of me, | 
room for more good things in my life There is nothing to make me worried @ 

by being thankful for the many good or afraid; I am safe and secure in the 


things God has already given me. loving protection of my Father-God.7¥ 


I ask God to help me understand my- 
self and others. ® As | listen to Him 
day by day, He teaches me how to 
live a good life, and how to love and 
understand others. 


know that God wants me to have 
every good thing, so I thank -Him for 
answering my prayers wisely. 


If there are changes in my home, my a better person. * | know that the 
school, or my friendships, I shall ac- Spirit of the Christ in me gives me un- 74 
cept them in the right spirit of love derstanding and confidence. The more 4 
and faith. I pray, the more faith I have. z 
I give in love, and my gift is blesse d. God’s grace makes my life happy. ® If 
Whatever I have to give, is a sharing I make a mistake, God through His 
of my love and joy. I ask God to add kindness and mercy forgives me, and 
His blessing to my gifts. I try always to do better. 
Thank You, God. for this birthday of 
| do my part to make this a happy tis, wih 
Christmas season by being kind and of peace and joy for everyone, every-@ 
friendly to everyone I meet. where. : a 


always with me. 8 | let my faith in God's help, I make every task a happy 
God's love and power erase whatever one, and I do whatever I have to do 


There is nothing to fear, for God is ‘os 
fear enters my mind. I trust in God. willingly and enthusiastically. 
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I do what God wants me to do wher- 
ever I am. ® | see that whatever work 
I am given to do is good, useful work, 
and I do it to the best of my ability. 


I ask God to help me live a good life. 
I make room in my life for good 
thoughts, good work, and good fun. 


I turn to God for help. ® When | am 
in doubt as to what I should do, I get 
quiet and ask God to direct me. 


I bless everyone who helps make 
Christmas wonderful. I bless all 
mothers and fathers, all teachers and 
friends. I see Christ in each one. 


God is the ruler of all the world. 
Nothing that is wrong or destructive or 
harmful can stand against His will for 
peace, justice, and joy. 


I am safe wherever I go, because God 
goes with me. ® ‘The presence of God 
watches over me; wherever I am, God 


I am thankful for everything. * | give 
thanks to God for gifts, for friends, for 
family, for food, for shelter, for all 
good. 


I am thankful for God’s goodness. 8 | 
know the whole world will be peaceful 
and happy when everyone learns to 
live by God's good laws. 


God loves me. ® The love of my family 
and my friends is a part of God's un- 
failing love for me. | know that I am 
always in God's heart. 


I have faith in God's healing life and 
power. ® | know that He does not 
want me ever to be sick or in pain. | 
believe that He wants me to be well 
and strong. 


I make prayer a daily part of my life. 
Prayer helps me to see as God sees, to 
love as God loves, to forgive as God 
forgives. 


God helps me make right decisions. 
God knows what is best for me. I 
always take time to let Him help me 
choose what I shall do or give. 


God can supply every need. ® | know 
that when I pray in faith for any need, 
for myself or for others, God will sup- 
ply the perfect answer. 


Christ is born in me this Christmas 
season. ® My heart is filled with glad- 
ness, and I send thoughts of love to the 
whole world. 


The love of Christmas fills my life. 
Because I am so happy, | resolve to 
try to fill every day with the love that 
makes Christmas so wonderful. 


I expect only good in the new year. 
I know that each day will be an op- 
portunity for me to do better. I look 
forward to the new year's happiness. 
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Dorrie’s Different Christmas 


(Continued from page 7) 


“Always to have lived in such a house!” 
Elsa sighed. “Never to be forced to go 
away. And—and a papa and mamma both 
you have?” 

Dorrie nodded. “And two brothers and 
two sisters. Come in and meet them, Elsa.” 

Elsa hung back. ““But—I did not mean 
that you must invite me into your home. 
Only that I wish to see the snow man.” 


“You haven't seen Grandpa Markham’s 
sleigh bells yet,” Dorrie insisted. 

They had cookies and hot chocolate by 
the fireplace, where Elsa could look at the 
sparkling tree as much as she liked. The 
twins and Amy kept opening and closing 
the front door because it made Elsa smile 
to hear the sleigh bells ring. 

“Mom,” Dorrie said hesitantly when she 
took the empty plates and cups to the 
kitchen, “do you suppose we might invite 
Elsa and her grandmother for Christmas? 
They could be here for the stockings on 
Christmas Eve, and everything.” 

“I thought you wanted this to be a dif- 
ferent sort of Christmas,” her mother an- 
swered slowly. “Daddy and I were hoping 
to make a little change for you——” 

“Oh, no, Mom,” Dorrie said in alarm. “I 
really don't want a single thing changed— 
now—except for Elsa and Grandma 
Gurber.” 

“IT can't think of any reason why we 
shouldn't invite them,” Mom said finally. 
“Daddy and I will go over after dinner and 
speak to Elsa’s grandmother.” 

Dorrie hugged her mother and turned 
away. At the door, she turned back. ‘““Mom, 
do you think—I mean—could we possibly 
invite Karen Randall, too?” 
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“Karen?” Her mother’s surprise was 
clear. 

“She's going to be alone,” Dorrie an- 
swered, “except for Mrs. Watson. And 
Mrs. Watson could go to her daughter's 
home. And I think Karen would like to 
have our kind of Christmas once. Oh, Mom, 
it would be such fun.” 

“Yes, Doris, it would be fun,” Mom 


agreed. “We'll ask Karen’s Aunt Edith this _ 


evening.” 

Half an hour later, Dorrie stood hesi- 
tantly before Mr. Neeley. ‘“I—I’ve decided 
I shouldn’t have bought the wreath,” she 
stammered. ‘I haven’t even taken it out of 
the box. So c-could you——” 

“You just know I can take it back,” Mr. 
Neeley said heartily, not even pretending to 
be cross with Dorrie. “Not half an hour 
ago Kate Millis said she’d give anything for 
another one of these wreaths. And now, 
what would you like to have in its place, 
Doris?” 

“F-first, I'd like something for my 
mother,” Dorrie answered, “something nice, 
that she wouldn’t buy for herself.” 

Dusk had come when Dorrie left the 
store, her arms loaded with packages. She 
had even managed something for Elsa and 
Karen and Grandma Gurber. 

Before going into the house, Dorrie 
paused to look at the lighted tree and to 
smile up at fat, friendly Mr. Snow Man. 
She had been very foolish, thinking she 
wanted Christmas to be different. “Mother 
is right,” Dorrie thought: “It is a time for 
families and friends to enjoy the traditional, 
familiar, lasting things that speak of love 
and peace and happiness.” 

Dorrie smiled and opened the big front 
door quickly, loving the merry welcome- 
home sound of Grandpa Markham’s sleigh 
bells. 
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NAME THE GROUP 


BY MARY K. BARRON 


In the left-hand column are members of 
the animal kingdom. There is a different 
name for a group of each kind of animal. 
See if you can find the correct name for 


these groups. 
1. Wolves A. Herd 
2. Partridges B. Gaggle 
‘3. Cows C. Troop 
4. Monkeys D. Pack 
5. Geese E. Covey 


A “RIM” IN THE MIDDLE 


BY ISABEL WILLIAMS 


The word “rim” appears in the middle in- 
stead of at the beginning or ending of each 
word as you might suppose. Add the first and 
last letters to ‘‘rim”’ to find the words defined. 
1. -rim- An act committed against the 

law. 
-rim- To dress up. 
-rim- First in quality. 
-rim- To corrugate, or flute. 
-tim- Ground in dirt. 


FIND THE MUSICAL INSTRU- 
MENT 


BY MARY K. BARRON 


A musical instrument is hidden in each of 
the sentences below. See how good you are 
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Answers on Page 37 


at finding them. 

1. The Clarine tops all the other newspa- 
pers in sports stories. 

2. I told you to strum, Peter, not hum! 

3. Hold your ticket stub and give it to the 
usher. 

4. Fluted paper makes pretty paper fans. 

5. Farmer Brown raises potatoes, beans, 
corn, etc. 


WHAT AM I? 


BY MELVIN L. BUCKLES 


Though I was made with lots of keys, 

Not one will fit a door. 

Though parts of me were made from trees, 
I sit upon the floor. 


I cannot work, but I can play 

All kinds of tunes for you. 

First, you must practice every day. 
Now that should be a clue. 


WHAT DAY AM I? 


BY MABEL NIEDERMEYER MCCAW 


I come each year to everyone; 
To some in spring or fall, 

Or it may be in wintertime 
Or summer when I call. 


I bring you gifts and greetings 
From loved ones far and near; 
At times, there is a party 
On the day when I appear. 
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THIS IS 


GRETCHEN 


Her home is in Germany 
Drawn by Dorothy Wagstaff 


See page 34 for something German children like to eat 
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Can be sung as a solo or by two different groups of singers as indicated 


Group I Group II (Echo pp) 
| Sleep now, sweet Je - sus; Sleep now, sweet Je 
f 


I 


Time now to close your eyes; 


Star-light now fills 


Sleep, Ba - by Je - sus; Sleep, Ba - by Je : 
| 
Tand II 
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Sleep, sleep, Mother is near. 
—T 
27 


BY AYLESA FORSEE 


Mass GREW up in a simple home in Naz- 
areth. One day an angel appeared to her 
and said in a deep, tender voice, “Hail, O 
favored one, the Lord is with you!” 

Mary could not understand why an angel 
should appear to her and she was fright- 
ened. 

“Do not be afraid,” the voice went on, 
“for you have found favor with God.” 

What she could have done that pleased 
God, Mary did not know. She loved Him 
and wanted to serve Him, but she was only 
a young Jewish girl. 

The angel then told her that she was to 
bear a son and call His name Jesus. “He 
will be great,” the angel said, ‘‘and of His 
kingdom there shall be no end.” 

Puzzled by these words, Mary asked 
“How can this be?” 

“The Holy Spirit will come upon you,” 
the angel said. “And the power of the Most 
High will overshadow you; therefore, the 
child to be born will be called holy, the 
Son of God.” 

Mary bowed her head. Since childhood 
she had heard the promise made by proph- 
ets of old that some day a King of Kings 
would arise from among her people. She did 
not feel worthy of becoming the mother 
of the long-awaited Messiah. But she 
wanted to show that she was willing to do 
whatever God expected of her, and so she 
said, ‘Behold, I am the handmaid of the 
Lord; let it be to me according to your 
word.” 

“Your kinswoman, Elizabeth, has also 
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conceived a son,” the angel told Mary, and 
then he disappeared. 

For a little while after the angel left, 
Mary sat thinking about the wonder of it 


all. She longed to share the message with 


someone. Elizabeth would understand best. 
Although older than Mary, Elizabeth had 
always been a beloved cousin and friend. 

Mary made preparations to go to Judah, 
where Elizabeth and her husband Zechariah 
lived. As she set off down the road, she was 
glad for the beauty of the yellow and crim- 
son anemones. 

The moment she entered her cousin’s 
house, Mary saw that Elizabeth already 
knew her secret. “Blessed are you among 
women,’ said Elizabeth. 

Mary replied by giving thanks to God. 
Much of what she said was made up of 
verses from the Old Testament. They 
showed how carefully she had studied God's 
Word. 

The two cousins spent many happy hours 
together. At the end of her visit, Mary re- 
turned to Nazareth. There she found that 
an angel had appeared to Joseph who was 
to be her husband. Now he also knew God's 
plan for Mary. 

After Mary became Joseph’s wife, they 


lived in a flat-roofed house, part of which 


served as a carpenter shop. Mary ground 
grain, dried fruit, and carried water, as did 
all the other housewives in Nazareth. But 
always, in her heart, Mary treasured the 
angel’s message. 

One afternoon, she sat weaving cloth. 
Through the doorway leading into the car- 
penter shop she could see Joseph working 
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at his bench. How kind he was, she thought. 
Suddenly, the sound of pounding hoofs and 
heavy wheels broke the quiet of the after- 
noon. 

Rushing to the window, Mary and Joseph 
saw a Roman chariot and an escort of sol- 
diers. Chariots in Nazareth were not an 
everyday sight. The Romans must have 
new orders for their conquered people, the 
Jews. Mary and Joseph exchanged anxious 
glances. 

Whenever the Romans came, women and 
children stayed indoors while the men went 
to the market to hear the news. Joseph gave 
Mary a tender smile, then rushed off. 

When he came back, his thoughtful eyes 
looked troubled. “Mary,” he said slowly, 
“there is a new law. Caesar Augustus has 
ordered all his subjects to have their names 
written on a list.” 


* 
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This, thought Mary, would probably 
mean new and higher taxes. 

“To enroll, each must go to his own city,” 
Joseph continued. 

Mary knew that meant a trip to Bethle- 
hem, for Joseph was of the house and fam- 
ily of King David. It would be a three-day 
journey, and a hard one. But Mary felt 
sure God would give her strength. 

While Mary and Joseph were making 
preparations for their trip, several neighbors 
stopped by. One man grumbled about hav- 
ing to leave his shop. Another complained 
about taxes. But once they were on the road, 
the people who traveled together were in a 
holiday mood. 
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THE 


God is my help in every 
‘need; 
God does my every hunger 
feed ; 
God dwells within me, 
guides my way 
Through every moment, 
night and day. 


PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Adapted) 


I now am wise, I now am 
true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All —— I am, can do, and 
e, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


Joseph walked beside Mary, who rode 
their donkey. “If only we didn’t have to go 
all the way to Bethlehem!’’ he said as he 
and Mary, tired from their first day's jour- 
ney, lay down to sleep under the stars. 

Perhaps Mary, remembering the angel's 
message, thought of the old prophecy that 
the Son of God was to be born in Bethle- 
hem. 

At the end of three days on the road, the 
travelers arrived in Bethlehem. Mary’s man- 
tle was soiled with dust; she felt tired and 
hungry, and a chilly wind made her wish 
for a warm place in which to rest. 

“I hope there will be room in the inn,” 

said Joseph, looking around at the crowds 
of people. 
_ Surely God would provide a shelter for 
His Son, thought Mary. But as they neared 
the inn, she saw people milling around out- 
side. Waiting while Joseph went in to ask 
about rooms, Mary could hear sounds of 
laughter and smell food cooking. 

In a few moments Joseph came outside, 
followed by the innkeeper—a short, fat 
man. ‘There is no room, no room at all,” 
he was saying to Joseph. 

“But my wife needs a place to rest!” Jo- 
seph insisted. 

The innkeeper’s face softened when he 
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looked at Mary. “There is one place,” he 
said, ‘‘the stable.”’ 

Mary knew that God’s love surrounds us 
wherever we are; it would be with her even 
in a stable. “Let us go there,” she said. 

The stable was a cave in the rocks. It 
had only a dirt floor, but the fresh odor 
of hay filled it. 

“At least, it is warm and sheltered,” said 
Joseph. While he fed their donkey, Mary 
got out clean clothes and food from their 
goatskin bag. After they had eaten their 
evening meal, Joseph made a bed on the 
hay for Mary and covered her with a cloak. 

That night, Mary’s Son was born. Ten- 
derly she wrapped the infant Jesus in a long 
strip of linen used by mothers of that time 
for newborn children. 

Tears of joy glistened on Joseph’s face 
as Mary glanced up at him. To make a 
cradle for their Child, he walked over to 
the manger and made a hollow in the hay. 

There, Mary put the Baby who was the 
Son of God. The stable seemed full of 
light. Then, above and around her, Mary 
heard voices proclaiming, “Unto you is 
born this day a Savior.” 

Mary listened as the voices went on, 
“Glory to God in the highest.” 

What a happy, holy night, thought Mary, 
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with her heart full of gratitude. 

In memory of that holy night, we have 
the celebration we call Christmas. But 
Christmas is more than a special day. It 
happens whenever we think of what we can 
give to others instead of what we can get. 
It happens whenever we try to be loving in 
thought, word, or deed. When we live close 
to Truth and divine love, Christmas comes 
to us any day, every day, always and forever. 


A Dog Named Kim 


(Continued from page 19) 


past the tracter, and there was Dad, in 
the knee-deep water, with only his head 
on the bank. Kim had hold of the shoulder 
of Dad’s jacket, and, with his feet braced 
and his belly flat to the ground, the dog 
was pulling with all his might. 

Larry turned and called to Mona, who, 
with Susie, was a few feet behind Mom. 
“Mona, go back and call Mr. Hillyer. Tell 
him to get someone to lift the tractor. Dad's 
pinned under it. Get a doctor! Hurry, Mona. 
Hurry!” 

Mona heard and, turning, ran back to- 
ward the house. Larry's heart almost 
stopped as he waded into the water and, 
kneeling, felt for and found the pulse beat 
that told him Dad was alive. Dad's face 
was white and twisted, and his eyes were 
closed. 

Mom and Susie splashed into the water, 
but before Mom could grasp Dad and start 
tugging, Larry said, “Don’t move him, 
Mom. The tractor’s tilted. It could fall this 
way.” 

Mom knelt and began wiping the water 
from Dad’s face. Susie began to cry. 

Larry stopped her with sharp words. 
“Stop crying. Hush that this minute,” he 
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said. “Dad has just fainted.” He lifted 
Dad’s hand out of the water and began 
rubbing his wrist. ‘“There’s mud and sand 
at the bottom,” he said as quietly as he 
could, though he had a hard time keeping 
his teeth from chattering with fear. “It may 
be that there’s enough give to—to keep the 
tractor from crushing him. I think one leg’s 
caught.” 

He saw Mom's lips moving, and knew 
that she was praying. Kim gave up pulling 
and, wading out, began licking the hand 
Larry was holding. Susie began to sob, but 
at a look from Mom, she hushed. Dad 
stirred and moaned, and Susie’s tears ran 
afresh, though she made no sound. 

Larry turned and looked at the tractor, 
tilted in the air, and wondered if he could 
help any if he got under the side and 
pushed. It seemed to him that he could al- 
most lift the tractor himself, but he was 
afraid to try for fear it might fall and crush 
the life out of Dad. He heard Mom talking 
to Dad in low, tender tones, “Be patient, 
darling. We'll have you home in just a few 
minutes. Don’t worry, dear. Help’ll be here 
in a moment.” 

And then they heard the cars, and in a 
matter of seconds, a half dozen neighbors 
were there. They righted the tractor and 
then lifted Dad carefully onto the light 
mattress they had brought along. As the 
little procession reached the house, the doc- 
tor was just driving in. 

It seemed hours that Larry and his sisters 
waited on the back porch, hearing the mur- 
mur of voices inside. Then, at last, Mom 
came out. She looked pale, but she was 
smiling. 

“It’s all right, children,” she said; and 
she drew a deep breath. “Dad will be laid 
up for a while, but he'll be as good as new. 
He’s sleeping now.” She sat down on the 
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doorstep and sighed deeply. “I’m bushed.” 

Instantly, Kim, who had been lying on 
the ground, rose and came up the steps 
and laid his head on Mom's lap. “As 
though,” Larry told Dad later, “he knew 
that Mom needed comforting.” 

Suddenly, Mom put her arms around 
Kim’s neck and buried her face in his silky 
coat. No one spoke for a long time, and 
when Mom lifted her eyes, they were wet, 
She looked up at Larry, her lips trembling. 
“Son, I've been such a coward. I’ve been 
afraid of dogs all my life, and I’ve been 
ashamed of it and tried so hard to hide it. 
That’s why—I didn’t I couldn't bear to 
have a dog around. I want you to know 
now, though, that there isn’t enough money 
in the Bank of England to buy Kim. He’s 
the most wonderful dog in the world.” 

Larry had to swallow the lump that rose 
in his throat before he could say huskily, 
“Thanks, Mom.” 

Kim whined softly and licked Mom’s 
hand while his plumy tail made windmill 
motions. 

Susie said, “That dog is just simply and 
positively uncanny.” 


Merry Finds Christmas 


(Continued from page 10) 


Some had little pointed shoes with sharp, 
spiky heels. They looked dangerous, too! 
Merry slunk along close to the shops to 
keep away from the army of feet all around 
her. 

She learned to stop and wait at the cor- 
ners when the feet stopped moving. There 
were even more dangerous things ahead 
when she tried to keep going! So she moved 
only when the feet moved, and she followed 
them down the cold avenue. 
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. Now is the time to share WEE WISDOM with some very 
N special friend of yours as a Christmas gift. WEE WISDOM 
is a gift that lasts and lasts, because it brings your friend new 
stories and fun each month for a whole year. 

Your gift of WEE WISDOM will be announced by a 
Christmasy card bearing your name, and your friends sub- 
scription will begin with the special Christmas number. 

The Christmas number of WEE WISDOM includes direc- 
tions for making Christmas greeting cards and place cards, 
foil paper angels, and other Christmasy things. It has holiday 
stories like ““Dorrie’s Different Christmas,” by Lucy Parr, and 
“Merry Finds Christmas,” by Elsie S. Lindgren. And it also 
has poems, pictures, puzzles, and lots of fun features. 

Order Christmas gift subscriptions for WEE WISDOM 
for your special friends today. The magazine is priced at only 
$2 for a full year’s subscription. Be seeing you next month! 
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On and on went the feet. On and on 
Merry followed. Soon, it began to get dark. 
Merry was frightened by the deep shadows 
as the street lights winked on—shadows 
that seemed to spring out at her from every- 
where! She was very hungry, too, and cold— 
colder than ever. Her poor, tired paws 
ached, but on and on went Merry, still hop- 
ing to find Christmas. 

There were not so many feet to follow 
now, Merry noticed. But two shiny brown 
shoes kept walking slowly on ahead of her. 
She would follow these, she decided. 

The feet turned and slowly mounted a 
flight of stone steps. Merry stopped. 
“Miaow?” she called softly, but no one 
paid any attention to her. So as lightly as a 
puff of milkweed down, she ran to the top 
of the stairs where the sturdy brown shoes 
were pausing. 
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A door opened, and Merry managed to 
slip, still unseen, into the flood of delightful 
warmth. She crept into a carpeted corner 
and fell asleep. 

Much later she awoke. The air was heavy 
and still about her. It was dark, but far off 
she could see little lights glimmering. Stiffly, 
she tiptoed toward the lights. 

The first things she saw were the animals: 
a cow, some sheep, and some doves around 
a doorway. They were not like any she had 
seen in the pet shop, but she knew they 
were animals. Maybe this was Christmas! 

She took a few more steps, and she could 
see a box filled with soft straw. There 
were people kneeling around it. Merry 
sniffed and drew closer. They were not real 
people at all! She gave a swift leap into 
the straw. The lights overhead had warmed 

(Please turn to page 34) 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


Murbeteig (German Sweet Pastry) 


GSarrcince and her family live near the 
banks of the Rhine River in Germany. 
Gretchen’s mother is a very good cook, as 
are most German women. A treat that she 
makes for Gretchen is Murbeteig, which is 
a basic pastry in their country. Sometimes 
Gretchen makes the murbeteig, as it is easy 
to prepare. 


MURBETEIG 
2 cups sifted flour 1 egg 
If tsp. salt 1 tablespoon 
/, cup sugar cold water 


l/, pound butter or 3 tablespoons heavy 
margarine cream or top milk 


Y/, cup walnuts or almonds chopped fine 


Sift the flour, salt, and two tablespoons 
of the sugar into a bowl. Add the butter 
or margarine, using the back of the mixing 
spoon to blend it into the dry ingredients. 
When this mixture is smooth, make a hal- 
low in the center of it and break the egg 
into it. Also put one tablespoon of cold 
water into the hollow and mix all together 
until a dough is formed. Wrap in waxed 
paper and place in the refrigerator for at 
least two hours or overnight if possible. 

When you take the dough out of the re- 
frigerator, roll it out about 14 inch thick 
on a lightly floured board. Cut with a cooky 
cutter into desired shapes, brush with the 
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cream, sprinkle with the remaining sugar 
and nuts, if you wish. Place on a baking 
sheet. Bake at 375° for fifteen minutes or 
until lightly browned. This recipe will make 
about twelve little pastries. 


Merry Finds Christmas 


(Continued from page 33) 


it, and the soft cloths around the baby in . 
the manger made a finer bed than the drafty 
corner. Merry would have liked a saucerful 
of milk, or even a sip of water, but maybe 
that would come later. She curled her silky 
white tail neatly around herself and dozed 
beside the Christ child in the créche. 

Someone was leaning over her and pet- 
ting her! Without opening her eyes, Merry 
began to purr contentedly. This was a real 
hand, not so large as the pet-shop assistant’s 
hand, but just as gentle! Merry purred like 
a bubbly steam engine! 

“Sh!” hissed a very soft voice. “You don’t 
belong in here!” 

Two little brown hands lifted her tender- 
ly and dropped her into a bag that smelled 
of newsprint and ink. She tried to claw her 
way out. The hand held her down firmly, 
but gently. 

Soon she was taken out. 

“See, Father. I found her in the créche— 
a stray kitten. May I take her home to 
Josie?” the soft voice pleaded. “It will be a 
merry Christmas present for my little sis- 

Merry recognized the words Merry Christ- 
mas. She grew quiet and began to purr 
loudly. Everything would surely turn out 
happily now! 

The old priest smiled. “The kitten sounds 
content. Take it to your little sister,” he 


whispered. 
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When she found herself again in the bag 
with the newspapers, Merry stayed there 
patiently until the small brown hands lifted 
her out once again. 

This time, Merry was put into the arms 
of a little girl whose soft brown eyes danced 
with joy. 

“Oh, Angelo! For me?” she gasped. 

“Yes, Josie—my Christmas present to 
you. I found her in the créche at the church, 
and Father said I could take her home to 
you. She is mostly white; maybe we could 
call her Snowball.” 

“Oh, thank you, Angelo! But I—I would 
like to name her for this day—Merry Christ- 


mas. We could call her Merry for short!” 

“She is your kitten, Josie,’ said her 
brother. ‘““We shall call her Merry.” 

He had been pouring milk into a saucer 
as he spoke. Now he set it down on the 
floor, calling, “Come, Merry!” 

Josie set the kitten down, and Merry ran 
lightly across to Angelo. 

“She knows her name,” said Josie ex- 
citedly. “This is the happiest Christmas of 
my life!” 

And Merry was happy, too! The little 
kitten no one had wanted had found some- 
one to love her. Merry had found her Christ- 
mas! 


You Color 
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Christmas Time 
BY JANICE D. PETERS (9 years) 


The tree is shining brightly 
And is waiting for the toys 

That Santa soon will bring you— 
To fill your heart with joy. 


There may be Christmas candy, 
Or maybe a Christmas cake. 

It won't be long before he comes 
And before the children wake. 


I like Christmas best of all 
In a very happy way; 

Not just because of Christmas gifts, 
But because it’s a special day. 


Brightest Star 
BY MARILYN MERICLE (11 years) 


I'd love-to see that brightest star 
That shone with all its might 

On the little town of Bethlehem 
Long ago on Christmas night. 


A Family at Christmas 
BY RUTH OGILVIE (10 years) 


I know a little family 


With Junior, Sister, Mom and Dad; 


The setting is on Christmas Eve, 
They are so very glad! 
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Now Junior thinks of Santa Claus, 
He thinks he'll bring some toys; 
A train, a plane, a model car, 
A drum that makes, oh, so much noise! 


Now Sister is in Junior High, 
She wants so many clothes; 

A dress, a skirt—cosmetics, too, 
Some powder for her nose! 


Now Mom just wants one special thing, 
She wants it in size small, 

It is a dress, Dad’s bought it now; 
Mom wants that most of all. 


Now Dad is always very quiet, 
He hardly makes a sound; 

The gifts he gets are what he wants, 
When Christmas comes around. 


This is a cheerful family, 
At Christmas time so bright; 

Oh, yes, I'll wish you something, too, 
Merry Christmas and good night! 


Christmas 

BY BYRON COLE RHODES (11 years) 
Christmas is the time of year 
When we play and laugh and cheer. 


Christmas time is very nice, 
Full of fun and snow and ice. 


Christmas is when we give gifts, 
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Even a present for our dog, Sniffs. 
Friends who call get a candy cane— 
If they don’t like them, that’s a shame! 


Christmas is the time for fun; 

Christmas is for everyone. 

Every Christmas I do my best; 

I like Christmas—I guess you guessed! 


Christmas Joy 
BY DEBRA McCANTS (8 years) 


Pleasure comes from Christmas joys, 
Christmas time means lots of toys. 
Christmas carols and Christmas cheer 
Will thrill us all the whole new year. 


Christmas is a happy time 

As we hear the church bells chime. 
Christmas tells us of Christ, the King, 
As Christmas bells gaily ring! 


Christmas Eve 
BY BARBARA DUNN (11 years) 


Santa comes on Christmas Eve, 
With toys for boys and girls. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, you may send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher — us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work pereen Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 

We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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He lays them neatly ‘neath the tree— 
Oh, what a lovely sight to see! 


In the morning when children wake, 

You hear the cries, “Oh, I can’t wait 

To see what is beneath the tree 

For all good children like you and me!” 


The Spirit of Christmas 


(Continued from page 15) 


prise wrecked it when he fell into the 
ditch. And we don’t have anything else.” 

Charley shrugged. 

“You don’t think I made that halter just 
so you'd give me something, do you?” he 
demanded. “Christmas means more than 
trading gifts. They don’t count so much. It’s 
the friends we have that count!” 

Kegs flushed, and David felt ashamed 
that he had let presents seem so important. 
His friend had made him remember the 
true spirit of Christmas. 

He laid a hand on Charley's arm. 

“It’s a wonderful thing to have a friend 
like you, Charley. Merry Christmas!” 


Answers to Puzzles 
Name the Group 


A “Rim” in the Middle 
1. Crime. 2. Primp. 3. Prime. 4. Crimp. 5. Grime. 


Find the Musical Instrument 
1. Clarinet. 2. Trumpet. 3. Tuba. 4. Flute. 
5. Cornet. 


What Am 1? 
A piano. 


What Day Am I? 
A birthday. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

When you say “Merry Christmas” to 
those you meet this holiday season, are you 
saying it as you would ordinarily say “hel- 
lo,” or are you earnestly trying to express 
your sincere wish for a cheerful, happy, and 
joyous Christmas for them? If so, remem- 
ber we Boosters can help make this greeting 
come true for others by following our 
Booster Club pledge: “I pledge myself to 
try to think, say, and do only that which is 
loving, joyous, happy, truthful, kind, cheer- 
ful, encouraging and helpful.” By keeping 
the pledge, we are showing others our love, 
thoughtfulness, and kindness; and what 


s 


better way can we help make our holiday 
greeting “Merry Christmas’ come true for 
them ? 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and wish to join 
us in following our pledge so that we can 
truly help others have a merry Christmas, 


write to Barbara Benson, WEE WISDOM, © 


Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask for an ap- 
plication blank. This Christmas can be your 
merriest Christmas ever if you help make it 
merry for others! 

Lovingly, 

BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: My girl friend got mad at me 
one day on the way home from school. That 
night I prayed to God to help me forgive 
her in the morning. God gave me courage, 
and we made up and forgot our quarrel. I 
find I have been closer to God since I joined 
the Good Words Booster Club.—PRISCILLA 


= Yes, Priscilla, God does give us courage 
to do things we know that He would have 
us do. We know that He lives in each of 
us and guides our way. You are a child of 
God. You have the power of courage within 
you, and it grows as it is used. 
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Dear Barbara: 1 can hardly wait for the 
next WEE WISDOM to come; new stories, 
foreign paper dolls, Good Words Booster 
Club, and many other things. © —CHERRY 


= How glad we are that you like our mag- 
azine, Cherry. Other Boosters have also 
written us that they like the new foreign 
paper dolls and enjoy trying out the recipes 
of foreign lands. The editors of the maga- 
zine like to feel that the words they write 
and the stories and poems they print in 
WEE WISDOM bring joy and blessings 
and happiness to our readers. 


Wee Wisdom 
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Dear Barbara: | am very glad to be a mem- 
ber of the Good Words Booster Club. I re- 
ceived my membership card and I am try- 
ing to keep the pledge that is printed on 
the back of the card. —LUIS 


= Many Boosters write that they try hard 
each day to keep the pledge, Luis, and in 
doing so they find they are “happy and 
radiate joy to all the world.” We welcome 
you joyfully to our club and know that you, 
too, will find happiness in keeping the club 
pledge. 


Dear Barbara: A girl who was visiting our 
neighbor came over to play with me for the 
first time. It was my birthday, and I received 
many presents. I let her use them and play 
with them. She had a happy smile on her 
face. —ANN 


« Being thoughtful and unselfish toward 
others and sharing with them does make 
them happy, Ann, and we in turn are made 
happy, because we are being true Boosters 


hy doing good deeds. 


Dear Barbara: As days go by, I find it easier 
to keep the pledge that is printed on the 
back of my membership card. I wear my 
Booster pin, and it helps me to remember 
to be good. —LINDA 


« “T will think no evil, say no evil, do no 


@ NAME 


Street 


City 


SUNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
I inclose $2 to send WEE WISDOM for one year to: 


evil” is what the likeness of the three wise 
monkeys engraved on the Booster pin re- 
minds us of. By remembering to practice do- 
ing those things can result in our knowing 
the good that God has in store for us. 


Dear Barbara: 1 can't tell you how happy I 
am to be a member of the Good Words 
Booster Club. It is the best club I have ever 
joined. When I am in need I pray to God, 
and He answers my prayers in the way that 
is best. —GINGER 


= Yes, Ginger, God always answers our 
prayers. It may be that sometimes it seems 
that God says no. When this happens, we 
must not think that He has not heard our 
prayer. We must watch for the good He has 
in store for us. While we wait, we have 
faith that God will answer our prayer in 
the way that is best for us. 


Dear Barbara: Once I was lost in the woods. 
I was very scared, and then I prayed. I got 
out safe and sound. I am very glad of it too. 

—MARTHA 


= God gives us courage and takes away our 
fear, Martha. When you prayed you opened 
the way for God to help you. He helped 
you to be calm and unafraid. When you 
have faith in God’s protecting care, you 
know that he will guide and direct you. 


MY 
NAME 


Street 


City 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 
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FOIL PAPER ANGELS 


BY TEXIE HERING 


| ANGELS will be fun to make, and 
all you need are colored foil paper, string, 
and a little glue. 

Cut a circle 414 inches in diameter from 
colored foil paper and fold at center to 
make a half circle, with the colored side 
out. Fold half circle in and out on dotted 
lines. Cut small triangular-shaped pieces 
along folds and across bottom. Unfold to 
make angel's skirt. 

Fold another piece of colored foil. Lay 
your wing and body pattern with the top of 
the wings on the fold of the paper and cut 
out. Use double thickness of paper so both 
sides will be colored. 

Put body and skirt together by cutting 
small opening in top of skirt. Put body 
point into opening and glue or fasten with 
cellophane tape to hold it in place. Run a 
string from the underside of the skirt at 
the waist and hang on Christmas tree. Or 
you can spread the skirt enough to make the 
angel stand and put an angel favor at each 
place at the table, making a larger angel 
for your centerpiece. 


The series on making furniture for your 
doll will be continued in next months Wee 
Wisdom. 
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CHRISTMAS SLEIGH 
CENTERPIECE 


BY FLORENCE T. BUTLER 


Te MAKE this bright Christmas centerpiece 
for your holiday table, you will need: a 
cardboard shoe box, aluminum foil or brass- 
colored wrapping paper, tiny bells, Christ- 
mas tree balls, absorbent cotton or white 
paper napkins, and two large candy canes. 

Cut each long side of the shoe box to 
resemble sides of sleigh (See illus.). Cover 
the outside of the sleigh with foil or the 
gift wrapping paper. Attach tiny bells in 
front on both sides of the sleigh. 

Glue candy canes on the bottom of the 
box for the runners, then fill the sleigh with 
assorted colored Christmas tree balls. Put an 
elf or a Santa Claus figure in, too, if you 
have one. 


CHRISTMAS PLACE CARDS 


BY FLORENCE T. BUTLER 


M AKE THESE attractive place cards for 
your Christmas holidays guests. 

Buy some 3-by-2-inch plain white cards 
at the stationary store, or make your own 
cards from white cardboard. Assemble tiny 
Christmas tree balls, glue, birthday candles, 
and alphabet macaroni. 


Write the names of your guests on the — 


place cards,‘or you may use alphabet maca- 
roni to spell the names by gluing the letters 
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to each place card. 

Glue a tiny Christmas tree ball at one 
end of each place card, with the hole for 
the hook hanger facing up. Put a birthday 
candle in each ball as soon as the glue is 


dry. 


CHRISTMAS CARDS 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


C HOOSE AN envelope for your card and 
measure it. Cut a piece of construction pa- 
per slightly smaller than the envelope, a 
piece that will slide in and out of the en- 
velope easily. This is your card. To make 
a double card, cut your construction paper 
twice as large and fold it in half. 


To make strips of snow men, angels, 


candles, or other figures to trim your card, 
cut a strip of white paper 2 by 514 inches. 
Fold the strip in half; fold in half again; 
and fold once more. Make a pattern from 


December, 1960 


one of the illustrations and lay it as shown 
on the folded strip, with the last fold that 
you made on the left. Cut out with strip 
folded, being careful not to cut where your 
pattern touches the side edges. To make a 
gitl-and-boy strip, cut out the girl figure. 
Then, open your strip and fold the two 
figures that are to be the boys together and 
cut as shown by dotted lines. 

Draw in eyes, nose, and mouth on the 
figures and color them. Then, paste to your 
card and write “Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year’ across the bottom. 
Write your Christmas message on the in- 
side and sign your name. 


“RUDOLPH” 
PENCIL HOLDER 


BY 
fo 
AGNES CHOATE WONSON aaa 


Sassics eyes and mouth on the cardboard 
tubing from a roll of toilet tissue. Glue on 
a small circle of red felt for the nose. Put 
a sequin in the center to add sparkle to 
your pencil holder. Cut two ears from a 
discarded felt hat and glue them above the 
eyes, with the bottom edge inside the roll. 
Bend two pipe cleaners to look like horns 
and glue them in place beside the ears. 
Glue the roll to a larger circle of card- 
board, and “Rudolph” will be glad to hold 
your pencils! 
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Jun A few weeks ago, the final events of 
the 1960 Olympic Games in Italy took place, 
and the winning contestants received their 
honor awards. 

Thousands of athletes from every part of 
the world competed in the events, or 
“games.” The winter games were held in 
the United States, at Squaw Valley, Cali- 
fornia, and the summer games in Italy, at 
Rome. 


Because the Olympic Games is an inter- 
national festival, many countries this year 
issued special stamps in its honor. The 
United States issued a special four-cent de- 
nomination, which we illustrate, to mark 
the opening of the winter games in Squaw 
Valley. 


BY 


ROLAND REXROTH 


The origin of the Olympic Games is older 
than recorded history. The ancient Greeks 
used to hold contests in foot racing. As 
time went by, other athletic events were 
added. They included boxing, wrestling, 
jumping, discus throwing, and chariot rac- 
ing. These events or “games” were held 
every four years on the plain of Olympia in 
honor of the god Zeus. In 776 B. C. the 
Greeks began to keep a record of the names 
of the winners. This is the starting point of 
recorded Greek history. 

The athletes who took part in the games 
had to prove that they were honest and 
honorable men, that they were amateurs, 
and that they had never been outlaws or 
criminals. Everyone had to take a solemn 
oath that he would compete as a good 
sportsman. 


LEE’S SUMMIT. 


MISSOURI 


I inclose $2 to send PROGRESS (formerly You) magazine for one year to: 


@ NAME 
Street 
City 


MY 
NAME 


Street 


City State 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 
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FOR TEEN-AGERS.. 
PROGRESS is the Best Christmas Gift 


For your older brother or sister or any teen-age friend, the 
nicest gift you can give is Progress monthly magazine. Progress is 
edited especially to suit teen-agers by the publishers of WEE 
WISDOM, and teen-agers enjoy Progress just as you enjoy your 
magazine. 


Each monthly issue of Progress includes many fascinating arti- 
cles and stories, along with poems, pictures, and outstanding fea- 
ture departments. One department that is particularly well-liked 
is called “Here Is Your Help.” It contains condensations of articles 
of special interest to young people taken from the grown-up maga- 
zines published by Unity. Another department, “Let’s Talk about 
Your Problems,” answers questions sent in by readers of Progress. 


Progress is digest-sized, easy to carry and handle, and it has 
an attractive modern cover. Any teen-age boy or girl will be de- 
lighted to receive a subscription as a Christmas gift from you. It 
will be announced with a pretty gift card and will begin with 
the Christmas number. Progress is $2 a year. 


_PROGRE Ss Magazine Youth 


EE’'S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


In the year 394 A.D., the Roman emperor _— showing a sprinter, and a five-cent stamp 
Theodosius forbade the celebration of the showing a discus thrower. 


games. They were not held again until 1896, 
when some of the finest amateur athletes in 
the world met at Athens to take part in a 
series of international contests. Since then, 
Olympic contests have been held in Paris, 
1900; St. Louis, 1904; Greece, 1906; Lon- 
don, 1908; Stockholm, 1912; Antwerp, 
1920; Paris, 1924; Amsterdam, 1928; Los 
Angeles, 1932; Berlin, 1936; London, 1948; 
Helsinki, 1952; Melbourne, 1956. The 1964 
Olympics are scheduled to be held in Tokyo. 
Wartime conditions prevented the games 
from being held in 1916, 1940, and 1944. 
In 1932, when the winter Olympic games 
were held at Lake Placid, New York, and 
the summer games in Los Angeles, our Post 
Office Department issued a two-cent stamp 
showing a ski jumper, a three-cent stamp 


More than fifty sports contests are now 
included in the games. Many of you have 
undoubtedly seen some of the winter and 
summer events on television. 

The second stamp that we illustrate is 
one of a series issued by Hungary in honor 
of the 1956 Olympic Games. In the designs 
of both stamps you will see the five inter- 
laced rings that are the emblem of the 
Olympic Games. 


Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 
Father, I’m thankful for this food 


To meet my growing body’s need; 


Let there be food for every child 
Of every race, of every creed. 
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PERFECT for CHRISTMAS 
These Unity Books for Children—$2 Each 


BARKY and HIS FRIENDS 


BARKY’S NEW HOME 


Two books of read-aloud stories in the lilting rhymed prose children love. Charming 
illustrations show the adventures of Barky, the puppy. Large-sized with colored covers. 


JET’S ADVENTURES 


JET and the NEW 
COUNTRY 


JET’S CHOICE 


Three fascinating books about 
the adventures and daily doings 
of a boy and girl who go pioneer- 
ing with their family on the wild 
western frontier. Illustrated. 


ADVENTURES of 
the SEVEN SPARTANS 


Stories about the exciting ac- 
tivities of a club formed by 
seven playmates. Illustrated with 
silhouette drawings. 


THE STORY of JESUS 


Fourteen vivid Bible stories 
from the New Testament told 
with the Truth approach to 
Bible interpretation. Illustrated. 


THANK YOU, GOD 
TEACH ME to PRAY 


Two books about prayer. 
Thank You, God contains many 
little special prayers, in verse 
and prose. Teach Me to Pray 
contains a story and prayer for 
each day of the month. Both 
have many pictures in full color 
and are large-sized. 


Order from: 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 


MISSOURI 
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